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Dear  Hate  Mail  Editor, 

I  am  deeply  disturbed  by  the  long  standing  trend 
towards  quantity  not  quality  in  the  Illustration 
department.  It  seems  increasingly  evident  to  me 
that  it  makes  little  difference  how  good  a  student's 
work  is  provided  it  is  done  and  done  on  time,  I.E. 
review  period.  Student  "A"  has  six  finished  pieces; 
they  all  display  a  competant  level  of  technical  skill 
and  style.  Next  to  student  "A",  student  "B”  has 
twelve  pieces  (the  current  minimum  due)  all 
finished...  finished  dreck  that  is.  Surprise!  Student 
"A"  is  cited  for  a  lack  of  work  and  must  be  made 
subject  to  a  mid-semester  review.  Student  "B”  may 
recieve  a  sub-standard  critique  but  is  passed.  What 
is  the  result  of  this  process?  By  my  estimation,  a 
generally  poor  out-pouring  of  work  and  a  population 
of  talented  future  illustrators  disgruntled  by  a 
department  too  narrow  to  understand  that  fewer 
pieces  does  not  always  translate  into  less  effort. 

I  think  Bill  Hannon  put  it  best  when  I  overheard 
him  say  "Mass  Art  illustrators  are  just  about  the  worst 
I've  seen."  That  does  not  have  to  be  true.  Our 
department  is  a  young  one  and  could  be  a  very 
good  one  if  administration  re-examines  its  priorities. 

JimOnei 

HM:  There's  always  Jim. 


Hi  Humble  Editors, 

Your  last  issue  was  a  Mass  Art  achievement.  I 
think  the  contributors  have  come  out  of  thier  shells 
and  made  a  choice,  a  very  good  one  at  that,  to  see 
that  the  Newspaper  now  has  a  time  and  place  at 
Mass  Art.  The  first  year  was  bumpy,  as  most 
beginnings  are,  but  this  second  year  has  seen  very 
promising  results  and  your  efforts,  editors  and 
contributors,  have  been  worthwhile  and 
appreciated. 

I  ask  everyone  to  take  this  opportunity  to  get 
involved,  now.  We  need  to  express  ourselves, 
literally,  as  well  as  visually.  Your  worldly  concerns  are 
always  welcome  to  keen  and  expressive  minds.  Get 
it,  got  it,  jot  it  down. 

Diane  Wetmore 

HM:  This  is  actually  our  third  year.  Do  you  still  like 
us? 


HM:  "Thanks  Joe. " 


Dear  Hate  Mail, 

Great  issue  15,  except  for  that 
pretentious  hogwash  about  "Art  School 
Zeitgeists".  The  author's  entirely  vacuous 
pretensions  subsumed  any  point  he  had 
about  art  making.  Sitting  in  his  ivory 
tower,  he  seems  completely  unaware  that 
his  lofty  over-intellectualization  and 
unintentional  dumbness  has  put  him  in  a 
fog,  although  not  the  same  one  he  so 
contentiously  warned  the  rest  of  the  Mass 
Art  populace  about. 

Sincerely, 

Rich  Pontius 

HM:  Sorry  to  have  offended  anybody's  intelligence 
by  running  that  article,  but  we  feel  that  everybody 
deserves  a  chance  to  be  heard. 


Deer  Hate  Mail, 

I  cant  believe  how  many  people  actually  write  to 
you  putting  Motley  Crue  down  just  because  they 
wear  makeup  or  can't  play  too  well!  When  are  these 
people  gonna  realize  that  the  Crue  RULE  the 
universe  -  -  what?  Oh,  I'm  sorry,  I  thought  this  was  to 
"Circus”  magazine. 

Satanically, 

Vince  Neel 

HM:  Der. 

Duh. 

Duh... 


Dear  Hate  Mail, 

This  time  I  read  the  words. 

Sincerely, 

Sheen 

HM:  Did  it  take  longer  than  five  minutes? 


Dear  "Hate  Mail", 

Splendid,  splendid  work  on  issue  15  of  the 
Paper!  Marvelous,  wonderfully  pleasant  artwork  and 
articles  and  almost-comprehensible  layout  of  nearly 
sub-professional  quality  (almost  as  if  headed  by 
someone  with  3  years  of  vocational  high  school 
Commercial  Art  experience!)  made  it  a  blessed, 
quasi-orgasmic  joy  to  behold.  Well,  enough  of  this 
gay  banter.  I  think  we'd  all  like  to  see  more  on  those 
pesky  Art-school  Zietgiests...  I  believe  this  is  a  topic  „ 
that's  just  too  important  to  ignore.  But  what's  the 
story  with  this  advert  for  a  Bob  Jones  Party  that 
never  happened!?!  It  looks  to  me  like  you  got 
desperate  and  started  reaching  for  anything  with 
which  to  fill  the  pages!  But  that’s  naught  but  sauce 
for  the  goose...  for  the  future,  I  think  what  this  Paper 
needs  is  more  work  from  Joe  and  MORE  POEMS 
WITH  SWEAR  WORDS!!! 

Yours  till  Hell  freezes  over,  or 
you  start  getting  letters  from 
Motley  Crue  fans,  whichever 
comes  first, 

Rev.  Amalgam  C.  LeTharge 
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15.  Orlando  dl  Lasso  and  Palestrina  were 
mere  contemporaries.  If  they  did  not  work  t 


you. 


M 


,they,  at  least,  labored  together  to  carry  out,  ' 
the  great  Netherlands  master,  Josquin,  an  - 

trapuntal  devices  serve  as  a  medium  fc^e/j  j  ,f 
expression.  Together  they  represent  the  ie 

older  contrapuntal  school  of  musical  comp.  y0ji 
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-  QUESTIONS 

1.  Write  briefly  the  biography  of  Palestrina. 

^  2.  What  did  he  accomplish  by  submitting  two  masses  for  test? 

Write  similarly  the  biography,  of  Orlando  di  Lasso.  - 
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but  only  in  pandemonium  will  i  speak  for  the  door  has  been 
slammed  right  in  my  face  one  too  many  times. 

the  sneaky  bastards  make  it  look  as  if  they  are  interested 
in  what  you  have  to  offer  as  a  person,  meanwhile  you 
are  being  voyeurized. 

and  i  stand  there. 

and  take  it. 

when  i  think,  i  think  there  will  one  day  be  the  strongest 
ray  of  sun 

the  sun  will  burn  through  every  living  individual  until 
i  stand  alone 

i  will  fall 

because  i  am  a  human  and  not  nature  that  will  repeat  itself 
there  i  will  go 

that  empty  pocket  awaits  me  in  the  universe 
it  shall  enclose  me  as  a  whole,  one  thing 
i  will  see  nothing  nor  feel  any  sense  at  all 

i  will  be  reborn  that  day 

all  humanity  has  left  for  a  great  deal  of  time. 

and  they  said  back  in  1965  that  i  would  be  the  one  link 

elapsing  from  me  is  what  i  knew  as  time 
tnough  it  is  now  forgotten  and  ... 

the  figure  still  lies  there  so  defenseless  -  even  though 
there  is  only  he 

he  is  one 

i 

*3  v&ms 


The  angel  ceased  to  admit  to  the  slander  it 
had  caused 
Seemed  to  me 

I've  got  all  day  to  last  anyway 
Leaning  to  wonder,  voices  fill  the  spaces 
dipped  white 

Blue  sputtered  Ink  -  don't  come  on  - 
Sink  Into  the  sea  and  come  out  a  brazen  Kalypso, 
Says  he 

Don't  come  on 

Don't  come  on  too  strong 

Sleep  sleep  evade  me 

Prism 

Itush 

and  down  came  a  tiny  angel 
She  sputtered  blue  ink 
and  colored  my  sky 
She  made  me  crystalize,  dig? 

A  handful  of  purple  daiseys 
Made  my  eyes  water 
Can  you 

Imagine  steel  bodies? 

S  3/3/88 


It  just  happened  no  warning 
and  then  her  mother  ...I  couldn't  stand  it  that 
she  just  went  like  that  ...it's  like  there's  nothing 
anymore  just  work  and  home  and  nothing  ...I 
mean  I  know  there  are  people  worse  off  ...with 
nothing  who  never  had  any  thing  to  lose  or 
never  had  any  say  ...we  had  a  choice  she 
could  have  lived. ..no  not  really  lived  just 
watched  everyone  else  live  around  her  grow 
up  graduate  start  families... and  then  their 

children . I  think  she  understood  I'm  sure  she 

heard  metalking  to  her  she  couldn't  really 
answer  ...but  sometimes  I  swear  her  eyes... I 
know  she  understood . and  it  was  o.k. 

Traci  Daniels 
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SOUTH  AFRICAN  WHO 
CLAIMED  ELVIS  KINSHIP  IS 
SENTENCED 

LOS  ANGELES  (AP)  -  A  South  African  who 
claimed  he  was  a  relative  of  the  late  rock  'n'  roll  idol 
Elvis  Presley  in  order  to  obtain  immigration 
documents  has  been  sentenced  to  13  months  in 
prison. 

Earl  R.  Presley,  28,  who  was  born  in  Durban, 
also  must  serve  five  years  probation  and  faces 
deportation  proceedings. 

The  sentence  Monday  by  U.  S.  District  Court 
judge  Consuelo  Marshall,  revises  the  25  -  year  term 
she  imposed  in  May,  a  sentence  which  had  made 
Presley  eligible  for  a  psychiatric  evaluation  in 
prison. 

The  judge  said  Presley  would  get  credit  for  the 
four  months  already  served. 

Presley  was  convicted  in  April  of  five  counts  of 
making  false  statements  about  his  birthplace  on 
passport  applications  and  of  attempting  to  obtain 
documentary  evidence  of  U.  S.  citizenship. 

Under  the  five  counts,  Presley  attempted  to 
obtain  such  documentation  in  Texas,  Louisiana, 
Mississippi,  and  South  Carolina  under  such  names 
as  Chad  Elvis  Presley,  Reginald  Chad  Jarrod 
Presley,  and  Earl  Reginald  Presley. 

He  entered  the  United  States  in  1977  and  served 
in  the  Marine  Corps  before  his  immigration  troubles 
began. 

His  attorney,  Marilyn  Butler,  has  said  Presley 
was  told  by  his  family  that  he  was  born  in 
Memphis, Tenn.  while  they  were  on  vacation.  He  had 
believed  since  childhood  that  he  was  related  to  the 
singing  star,  Ms.  Butler  said. 

The  judge  determined  that  he  must  have  known 
the  statements  he  made  in  an  attempt  to  get 
documentation  for  citizenship  were  false. 

Assistant  U.  S.  attorney  Carolyn  Turchin  said 
Presley  was  born  Earl  Reginald  Pretorius,  but  the 
family  later  changed  its  name  to  Stevenson. 

DOG  DRAGS 
DECOMPOSED  ARM  TO 
HOUSE 

Oklahoma  City  (AP)  -  Officers  used  dogs  and 
horses  to  comb  an  80-acre  field  after  a  dog  dragged 
a  decomposing  human  arm,  with  a  running  digital 
watch,  onto  its  owners  front  porch,  police  say. 

The  search  was  called  off  Monday  afternoon, 
and  the  only  clue  is  the  watch,  said  Lt.  Bob  Jones. 
"It's  just  a  cheap  little  thing  that  lots  of  other  people 
have,"  he  said. 

"Until  we  find  the  rest  of  the  body,  we're  not 
going  to  know  very  much"  about  the  identity  or 
cause  of  death,  said  Jones.  "Even  if  we  find  the 
body,  we  may  never  know  the  cause  of  death 
because  it  was  so  badly  decomposed." 

A  man  found  the  limb  Monday  morning  after 
walking  outside  to  drive  his  wife  to  work,  said  police 
spokesman  Ken  Smith.  The  man  said  his  dogs 
occasionally  drag  dead  animals  to  the  porch  from 
the  field  behind  the  house,  Smith  said. 
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X  think  that  1  should  never 
anything  as  beautiful  as  cheese 
hovering  in  the  morning  breeze 
brings  me  to  my  knee 
brings  me  tc  my  knees 
like  the  man  on  the  flying 
like  monkeys  and  chimps 
I  can  not  stop  dancing  due  to  the 
lenght  of  tny  sleeves 
cheesed . 


Like  the  great  king  of 
Angilmois 

The  year  1999, seventh  month. 
The  Great  king  of  terror 
will  descend  from  the  sky, 

At  thiu  time.  Mars  will 
reign  for  the  good  cause 

j&esmeipmp 


Sister  Share  — 

Sister  say  let's  pray. 

She  thinks,  I'll  lead. 

I’ll  be  channel,  always  everyone  partakes  though 
What  I  say  goes  up. 

Point  a  finger  sister,  up. 

Your  eyes  down  here. 

We  have  same  mother,  no-you-my-sister-then-I-am-yours? 
A  different  story  you  my  leader. 

I  say,  I  don't  follow. 

Nice  sister  she  say  I  follow  you, 

Both  follow  him, 

He  follow  us. 

All  of  all 

Didn't  mistake,  I  say  he  did. 

Because  sister  knows  her  place 
When  brother  takes  his 


THE  LETTER  IN  QUESTION 
(issue  fifteen) 


A*  •  Mutter*  I  am  often 
teung  around  lw  pteoo. ' 
Tho  Janitor*  trow  out 


M  teo  portmtlou*  feteah* 
a/*  more  rutea  tun  Mmtum  hat*, 
aoom  tte  teuttenta,  and  donl 


Tha  tdtTwmmmn  ttecate*  tut  bacauaa  all  te*  puaataa  tn  dowgn 
(nol  to  man »on  3-0)  Mr*  grade*  mafia  team  *mora  compatauwa* 
tea  raal  of  ua  hava  to  pul  14)  ante  tea  sk«K*ty  of  Iha  grade  aystem. 

That  SGA.  Ooaa  anybody  realy  know  Mul  R  doaa?  Thoaa  aaahatea 
got  $70,000  of  our  monayl  Wak  Mul  tea  luck  dal  teay  do  wte  if? 

Buy  teamaateaa  aupptwal  N  tea  SGA  ted  Hava  any  rate  poww(h*,ha) 


Fuck  Ma  te*L  Lata  n ukm  tea  towar  buRdmg.  aftectteefy  kiting  a! 
tea  bauracrate  (tec.)  and  phontea  In  dategrv  WaV  atari  ova r.  Uove 
tea  achoof  to  tea  tangwood  buiteng.  bamcada  oureateaa  In.  and  Mun 
tea  FBf  comaa  a-knockm  Ml  ahow  tea  arodd  ua  aniata  ara  damn 
mad  and  ami  gonna  taka  tea  ahM  anymoral  Wol  luck  aoma  tucking 
aaa,  feted  an  ark,  and  eat  id  Naar  York.  Laf*  taka  over  tea  Uwaum 
of  Modom  ART,  Site  on  Ptcaaao  and  Charge  SO  doaa/  temuril 
WoY  g*<  on  tea  cover  of  Ad  tn  Amancal  AJ  Ha*)  ml  bacorra 
PraaidanL  Otd  A1  donl  Mha  rouble.  So  hel  rutea  terary  Ad  School 
tn  tea  USAAAA.  TN*  Ml  leave  ua  tea  Oa  Facao  Adtau  of  America. 
Wain 
Mao  £ 

Wei  gel  RICH,  BUY  land  in  Oregon.  GROW  waad  wte  RETIRE. 

Fuck  TN*  SMI 
alnoarafy. 


THE  RESPONSE  IN  QUESTION 
(issue  fifteen) 


HM:  Printing  letters  like  this  aonlu  ua.  The  grammar  and 
kteaa  expreaued  are  ao  ludfcsbuaiy  juvenile  that  we  fck 
we  should  address  this  rather  than  Ignore  il  Donl  submA 
stuff  anonymously.  1/  you'd  like  to  remain  anonymous. 
One.  But  we're  not  going  to  run  letters  that  pcopk  are  loo 
cowardly  to  sign  their  name  to.  especially  horse  puckey 
kite  this. 

Your  argument  lacks  any  semblance  of  logic,  and  you  are 
apparently  unaware  that  when  you  present  your  ideas  In 
such  a  childish  manner  (Le  vulgarities)  your  argument 
loses  most  of  Its  potency,  assuming  B  HAS  any. 

Un  this  case,  that's  aaaiiming  too  much.) _ 


AND  NOW... 


IT MK 


First  of  all...  I  have  a  question  -  What  worries  you? 

Is  it  ludicrous  and  juvenile  to  express  an  opinion  without 
a  so  called  argument?  Shall  I  now  present  my  argument 
in  a  more  cohesive,  intellectually  stimulating  manner, 
and  avoid  the  "horse  pluckey  (sic) "? 

Fact  1 .  Mass  Art  operates  under  a  letter  grade 
instituted  mainly  at  the  behest  of  the  Design  Department. 
Not  much  formal  protest  was  expressed  in  a  cohesive 
way.  And  no  student  organization  (this  includes  SGA  and 
the  newspaper)  presented  a  solid  front  for  the  student 
body  to  protest  this  action. 

Fact  2.  The  SGA  has  $70,000  which  they  have 
evidently  spent  to  let  jerks  like  you  run  the  newspaper. 

Fact  3.  Squanto  is  a  historical  persona.  This  indian 
(sic)  led  the  pilgrims  ashore.  He  also  provided  support 
and  guidance  for  the  new  settlers. 

Fact  4.  Many  artists  and  writers  use  pseudonames 
(sic)  as  a  release  from  creative  pressure. 

I  hope  the  newspapers  new  found  hysteria  over 
anonymous  letters  and  libel  suits  won't  spoil  the  creative 
spirit  who  is  afraid  of  being  ridiculed  for  presenting 
childish,  vulgar,  and  impotent  views. 

Please  remember  this  is  a  student  newspaper  not  a 
forum  for  the  editors  to  spew  their  own  insepid  (sic) 
ideas. 

Yous  (sic)  Sincerely 


Vincent  James  Giordano 


First  of  all...  I  have  an  answer  -  you  worry  me. 

Rebuttal  1.  Yes,  SGA  should  have  done  something 
about  the  letter  grade  crap.  There  was  no  "formal 
protest" from  the  "student  body"  because  apparently 
"they"  don't  care  how  "they"  get  screwed. 

Rebuttal  2.  Actually  the  Paper  costs  us  nothing  to 
produce...  the  $70,000  was  for  beer. 

Rebuttal  3.  Are  you  the  new  Squanto.  the  leader  of 
the  Separatist  movement  that  seeks  to  split  Mass  Art 
into  fragments  by  pitting  departments  at  each  other's 
throats,  first  Design  vs.  Fine  Arts,  and  eventually, 
Everyone  vs.  Everyone  Else?  Do  you  provide  "support 
and  guidance"  for  all  the  rest  of  the  near-sighted  assholes 
who  insist  "My  art-form  is  the  only  REAL  art-form"? 

Rebuttal  4.  Many  artists  and  writers  use  pseudonyms 
for  a  variety  of  reasons.  Some  artists  and  writers  don't 
have  the  balls  to  stand  behind  their  opinions. 

I,  too,  hope  creative  spirits  never  stop  doing  their 
thing  for  fear  of  being  called  childish,  vulgar,  and 
impotent...  but  if  a  "creative  spirit"  is  incapable  of 
producing  anything  but  childish,  vulgar,  and  impotent 
work,  perhaps  it  should  consider  becoming  a  plumber. 

Don't  worry,  Vincent  James  "Squanto"  Giordano... 
Fm  not  forgetting  that  this  is  a  Student-run  newspaper. 
The  content  is  decided  by  what  we  get  as  submissions 
(since  I  became  "editor"  we've  printed  100%  of  what  was 
submitted).  The  Newspaper  is  a  forum  for  everyone, 
we  the  Editors  and  student  populace  alike,  to  spew  our 
ideas,  brilliant  or  insipid.  We  print  what  we  get. 

Yours  even  more  sincerely, 

Tim  Gallivan 


Candace  Holman 
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There  once  was  a  little  boy  who  believed  he  was  wonder¬ 
ful.  The  world  was  exciting  to  him  and  he  was  happy. 

The  little  boy  loved  to  meet  all  sorts  of  people  and 
did  so  whenever  possible.  The  little  boy  met  fat  people  and 
hat  people.  He  met  tall  pennle  and  shoppin.'  mall  people.  He 
met  school  people  and  fool  people.  The  little  boy  wanted  to 
meet  and  know  all  people. 

One  day,  the  little  boy  met  a  person  he'd  never  met  before. 

"Hello,"  said  the  little  boy,  "I  am  a  little  boy." 

The  person  replied,  "You  are  not  a  little  boy!  You  are 

a  stupid  blockhead!  Get  out  of  my  face  .stupid  blockhead!" 

So  the  little  boy  got  out  of  the  person's  face  and  went 
to  the  Dark  Corner  to  sulk. 

"I  am  a  stupid  blockhead!"  said  the  boy. 

And  in  the  little  boy's  mind,  at  the  very  moment  he 
spoke  these  words,  something  began  to  happen.  He  imagined 
that  his  head  began  to  change  and  rearrange  and  rearrange 
again  until  inside  the  boy's  little  mind,  the  little  boy's 
head  became  a  block. 


The  next-  morning  the  little  boy  went  out  meeting  people 
again,  but  it  was  not  the  same.  The  little  boy  no  longer  en¬ 
joyed  meeting  people.  Many  people  did  not  like  the  boy  be¬ 
cause  he  believed  he  was  a  blockhead.  There  were  some  v:ho 
did  not  mind  that  the  little  boy  thought  he  was  a  blockhead; 
they  still  wanted  to  know  him,  and  many  did  try.  But  each 
time  a.  new  person  tried  to  know  him  the  little  boy  did  no¬ 
thing  but  instist  he  was  a  blockhead.  Eventually,  everyone  he 

met  finally  said  to  him: 

"Stupid  blockhead  get  out  of  my  face!" 

So  the  little  boy  spent  much  time  in  the  Bark  Corner 
making  it  a  point  to  stay  out  of  other  people's  faces. 

All  week  the  little  boy  sat  alone  weeping  in  the  Dark  Cor- 
ner.  Then  another  whole  week.  And  another.  And  another  and  yet 
another  until  the  weeks  became  so  many  that  the  little  boy 
could  no  longer  count  the  number  of  weeks  that  had  gone  by. 

One  day  the  boy  thought  to  himself: 

"I -am  a  stupid  blockhead!  I  am  a  stupid,  stupid  blockhead! 
If  I  am  a  stupid,  stupid  blockhead  I  wall  go  out  into  the  world 
ana  be  one!" 

So  the  little  boy  left  the  Bark  Corner  and  went  into  the 
world  to  do  the  things  a  stupid  blockhead  does.  When  be  met 

to  iecjf-r 

fat  people,  he  would  stick  pins  into  all  the  fat  people  he 
could  pop  them.  When  he  met  the  shoppin'  mall  people,  he'd 
trick  them  into  giving  him  their  credit  cards,  and  not 
give  them  back.  — e  fat  people  didn't  like  being  stuck  with 
pins  and  the  mall  people  hated  not  being  able  to  shop  but 
the  little  boy  no  longer  cared  because  he  believed  he  was 
a  stupid  blockhead. 

One  day  the  little  boy  met  a  little  turtle..  The  little 
boy  had  never  met  a  turtle  before  so  he  wanted  very~mucn  to 
talk  to  him  but  did  not  because  he  remembered  he  was  a  stu¬ 
pid  blockhead.  Instead  he  spread  peanut  butter  all  over  the 
turtle! s  shell  and  stuck  him  to  the  roof.  The  little  turtle 
did  not  like  this  so  he  said: 

"Little  boy,  I  do  not  like  being  stuck  to  the  roof!  I 

» 

am  hurt  and  angry.  Take  me  down  little  boy." 


The  little  boy  was  so  happy  to  be  called  a  little 
boy  again  that  he  took  the  turtle  down.  He  even  licked  off 
all  the  peanut  butter  on  the  turtle's  shell.  The  little  boy 
said  to  the  turtle: 

"Little  turtle,  why  did  you  call  me  a  little  boy  when 
I-  am  a  stupid  blockhead?" 

The  turtle  replied, "I  believe  that  people  are  what  they 
think  they  are.  I  beleive  that  you're  not  a  stupid  blockhead. 
I  believe  that  you  are  a  little  boy." 

"I  used  to  be  a  little  boy,"  said  the  little  boy, "but  I 
am  now  a  blockhead.  Someone  told  me  I  am,  so  I  am." 

"That  is  not  so,"  said  the  turtle,"  I  think  you  act 
as  a  blockhead  because  of  what  that  person  said  and  net 
because  you  are  one.  You  are  a  wonderful  little  boy!" 

This  made  sence  to  the  little  boy. because  he  remember¬ 
ed  how  it  had  been  before  the  person. 


"I  want  to  become  a  little  boy t  ‘How  can  I  do  that?" 


"Jou  must  do  three  things.  First  you  must  believe  you 
are  a  little  boy.  Second  visit  the  people  you  .have  hurt 
and  tell  them  what  you  have  learned  today.  And  third  you 
must  tell  the  person  that  called  you  a  blockhead  that  you 
are  not  a  blockhead...  And  in  addition  yoUumust  give  that 
person. a  second  chance." 

The  little  boy  thought  a  moment. 

"I  would  never  give  that  person  a  second  chance!  I  hate 
what  he  did  to  me!" 

"I  believe  you.  This  person  was  creul  to  you,"  the  little 
turtle  said  to  him, "But  this  person  may  believe  that  he  is  a 
blockhead  too." 

The  little  boy  thought  about  this  long  and  hard.  After 
many,  many,  weeks  (even  more  than  he  spent  in  the  Dark  Corn¬ 
er  )  the  little  boy  was  able  to  believe  he  was  again  a  little 
boy.  And  when  he  did  he  told  his  friends  what  he  had  learned 
from  the  little  turtle  about  himself  and  they  understood. 

It  wasn't  hard  to  do  these  things  because -the  little  boy 
was  not  afraid  of  them.  The  little  boy  waited  and  feared 
for  many,  many  weeks  before  he  decided  to  face  the  person. 

The  little  boy  said  to  the  person: 

"I  am  the  little  boy  whom  you  called  a  stupid  blockhead. 

I  was  hurt  and  angry  when  you  said  that  to  me.  I  hate  what 
you  said  to  me  but  I  want  to  give  you  another  chance.  I 
want  to  be  friends  with'  you.  Do  you  want  to  be  friends  with 
me?" 

The  person  stopped  a  moment  then  spat  in  the  little  boy.As 
face  and  walked  away.  But  this  did  not  phase  the  little  boy. 

He  merely  took  out  his  favorite  peach  colored  handkerchief 
and  wiped  his  face  as  he  walked  away.  I'The  little  boy  felt 
pity  for  the  person  but  not  for  himself, for  the  little  boy 
knew  that  he  was  a-  wonderful  little  boy  and  that  nothing 
could  ever  change  that. 
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a  column  by  Rod  Stone 


Today's  helpful  hints: 

AVOID  GLOOM.  Gloom  is  contagious.  It 
rubs  off  on  the  other  person. 
Remembering  it,  that  person  avoids  you 
the  next  time.  Complaint  is  another 
danger  signal.  Live  your  life  up  to  the 
hilt  and  you  will  not  have  time  for 
either. 

BEWARE  OF  JEALOUSY,  chronic 
jealousy  is  not  proof  that  you  really 
love  the  other  person.  It  is  actually, 
proof  that  you  are  neck-deep  in  self 
love.  It  is  little  more  than  a  hang-over 
from  a  childhood  instinct  of 
possessiveness. 


To  forgive  and  forget  is  not  easy.  To 
give  the  one  you  love  the  full  benefit  of 
the  doubt  is  not  easy.  But  it  is  your  only 
sure  guarantee  of  keeping  the  love  in 
your  heart  healthy  and  blooming. 

ARE  YOU  OVERSENSITIVE?  If  you  take  a 
boxer's  stance  -  mentally  -  as  soon  as 
people  come  around,  they  are  going  to 
feel  uncomfortable  with  you.  That  is 
what  an  oversensitive  person  does.  Such 
an  individual  throws  up  defenses  before 
they're  needed,  or  retires,  hurt  and 
weeping  from  slights  real  or  imagined. 

Others  are  just  as  human  as  you  are. 


You  forget  hurts  you  have  administered. 
You  prefer  to  remember  only  the 
apparent  indifference  and  callousness  of 
others.  The  "blues"  are  a  sign  of 
emotional  immaturity.  It  is  hurtful  to 
be  oversentimental. 

For  your  own  love  and  happiness,  it  is 
better  to  forgive  and  forget  than  to 
nurse  a  grievance.  Paradoxically,  love 
frustrations  are  the  result  of  becoming 
too  emotionally  involved  over  all  the 
smaller  aspects  of  living. 

NEXT  ISSUE:  Coping  with  love's 
frustrations. 
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The  Staff,  in  an  attempt  to  insure  that  the 
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a  man-hate  farse  is  when  you  say  you  hate  a  man 
because  you  are  a  man  but  you  really  don't  and  only 
say  it  because  you  think  if  you  didn't  you  may  look 
''bad" 

there  once  was  one  man 
along  came  another 

they  fought  so  much,  they  hurt  each  other 
in  the  beginning  they  were  closer  to  being  one. 
they  are  so  seperate  in  the  world 
they  are  frightened  of  each  others  existence 

when  the  second  man  grew  a  little  older  he  wished 
to  exist  very  far  from  the  first 

their  objective  was  very  dissimilar 


though  a  "man-hate  farse”  was  not  in  any  way 
related  to  these  two  individuals. 

that  could  have  been  the  real  hate  that  is  usually  just 
imagined 

a  hatred  is  as  simple  as  a  love 

to  hate  is  negative,  to  hate  is  wrong,  to  hate  is  to 
hate. 

my  question  is  always  answered  by  someone  else 
too  soon 

i  doubt  them  all  the  time 

they  are  all  outside  me,  all  from  other  distant  places 
of  heart  &  mind 

to  lie  to  yourself  is  to  kill  your  oneness, your  whole 

i  break  the  glass  (as  it  says  on  the  cover)  and  run  as 
fast  as  i  can 

*3 
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MY  SHRINK 

Maybe  I  say  what  I  think  be  wants  to  bear 
Maybe  be  bears  what  I  think  I  want  to  say. 
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Hop  Hollywood  castlncfai  rotors  are  looking  tovbeaulihjl,  talented  and  yet 
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uniwrrawaiiirf  young  v/odUKi  to  star  In  qaaMBaag  action-adventure  series. 


sex  Krrr£xS 

It's  called  Ang®l*  rfl8,  and  you  could  be  one  of  the  stewM 
If  you  think  you  have  that  look  and  the  talenfto  be  one  of  our  new  Angels, 
dc  rt  miss  Ihls  opportunity-  SEE  YOU  IN  HOLLYWOOD! 

IF  YOU  AWL  Tl'-iT  O.K..  L0CX-HC,  <•*  KC.AU.-/  USUV,  C&.T  COST.  FASHION)  ELATES  OU-Y. 

9am  riiiday,  March  4th  Lafayette  Place 

*■  Call  449-4200  for  more  information. 
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DREAMS 

I  dream  and  in  my  dream  I'm  flying  over  everyone's 
heads  and  I'm  wearing  this  white  diaphanous  dress 
long  like  an  angel's  dress  and  it's  funny  'cause  it's  not 
like  anything  I  would  wear  in  real  life 
Everyone  Is  watching  me  from  the  ground;  my 
parents,  my  eighth  grade  teacher,  my  boss  and  they 
all  say  "Who  ever  knew  she  could  do  that?!!" 

I  knew,  I  just  kept  it  to  myself. 

I  had  another  dream  once  ...I  woke  up  and  David 
Bowie  was  in  bed  with  me  asleep  I  don't  know  what  I 
did  to  deserve  this  but  I  gladly  accept  it  without 
question 

...the  bed  we're  in  is  on  a  loft  ...I  look  over  the  banistei 
at  the  enormous  room 

there  is  a  large  rug  a  large  table  and  two  chairs... the 
doors  are  about  twelve  feet  high  and  made  of  thick 
brown  carved  wood  ...I  look  back  behind  me  and 


there  are  two  smaller  doors  and  I  open  them  and  I'm 
looking  down  of  a  balcony  at  an  enormous  crowd 
and  David  is  standing  behind  me  and  he's  wearing 
this  really  funky  Seargent  Pepper's  outfit  with  gold 
buttons  all  over  it  and  I'm  wearing  a  long  white  dress 
with  gold  embroidery  all  over  it  and  David  smiles  at 
me  and  waves  to  the  crowd  and  I  look  at  him  and 
smile  and  wave  to  the  crowd  and  I  feel  just  like 
Princess  D!  and  the  crowd  cheers  and  I  start  to  realise 
that  this  Is  very  unrealistic  and  I  hear  a  trumpet  fanfare 
which  turns  out  to  be  my  alarm  clock  which  means  I 
have  to  get  up  to  go  to  my  stupid  job  where  my 
baldheaded  toad  of  a  boss  keeps  asking  me  to 
stay  late  and  stares  at  me  all  night  but  I  do  it  'cause  I 
need  the  money. 

Traci  Daniels 


40  THINGS 


DO  BEFORE  40 


1.  Tteach  a  man  how  to  make  love  to 
you. 

2.  Find  a  profession  you  enjoy  —  and 
succeed  at  it 

3.  Learn  self-assurance  and  how  to 
be  self-assertive  without  being  ag¬ 
gressive. 

4.  Learn  to  sail  —  and  do  it! 

5.  Learn  to  say  “no”  and  mean  it 

6.  Learn  to  say  “goodbye”  —  and 
mean  it 

7.  Get  married  and  have  a  child. 

8.  Change  your  hair  color  and  dress 
more  daringly. 

9.  Realize  you’re  a  woman,  and  make 
the  most  of  It. 

10.  Go  on  a  cruise  —  by  yourself. 

11.  Learn  to  live  with  yourself  and 
like  it! 

12.  Learn  to  scuba-dive  —  and  do  it! 

13.  Sunbathe  in  the  nude  for  an  all- 
over  tan  —  without  feeling  self-con¬ 
scious. 

14.  See  a  therapist  —  especially  if 


■  You  mean  you’re  almost  40  —  and 
still  don’t  know  kung  fu?  Hey,  get 
with  it!  Sure,  40  Is  fabulous,  but  let’s 
face  It  —  you  can  always  make  it 
better.  Here,  world-famous  romance 
novelist  ROSEMARY  ROGERS,  au¬ 
thor  of  such  best  sellers  as  Sweet  Sav¬ 
age  Love  and  the  upcoming  Bound  by 
Desire,  serves  up  a  fun  list  of  40 
things  women  should  do  by  the  time 
they  hit  the  big  Fbur-0. 


BY 

BEST¬ 

SELLING 

ROMANCE 

WRITER 

ROSEMARY 

ROGERS 


the  thought  of  your  40th  birthday 
seems  crushing,  and  you’re  scared. 

15.  Convince  yourself  that  your  life 
as  a  whole,  fulfilled  person  is  only 
just  beginning  at  40  —  because  it’s 
true! 

16.  Get  into  yoga  —  and  get  into 
your  inner  self. 

17.  Read  a  lot  —  history,  philosophy 
and  politics. 

18.  Learn  karate  and  kung  fu. 

19.  Join  a  health  club  —  and  work 
out!  It’ll  keep  your  figure  young  — 
and  you’ll  meet  a  lot  of  new  people. 

20.  Forget  all  the  old  stuff  your 
mother  told  you  about  getting  a  man 
before  it’s  too  late  —  and  about  keep¬ 
ing  him.  Instead,  let  him  try  harder 
to  keep  you[ 


21  .  Go  skiing  at  the  most  fashionable 
resort  and  be  mysterious  —  but  take 
skiing  lessons  first! 

22.  Set  goals  and  limits  (on  things 
such  as  drinking  and  indiscriminate 
sex)  for  yourself. 

23.  Learn  to  not  go  along  with  the 
crowd  —  to  be  yourself,  to  be  unique. 

24.  Learn  to  give  a  sensual  massage, 
with  acupressure. 

25.  Become  aware  that  your  happi¬ 
ness  depends  on  you  and  not  on  some 
man’s  moods  or  whims. 

26.  Wear  mini-skirts  and  slightly 
see-through  silks. 

27.  Have  your  feet  massaged  by  a 
gorgeous  man! 

28.  Thke  riding  lessons. 


29.  Learn  to  eat  spaghetti  the  right 
way  —  with  a  fork  and  a  spoon. 

30.  Make  love  under  a  mirror  —  or 
in  front  of  a  mirror. 

31.  Stop  thinking  that  taking  drugs 
occasionally  shows  you’re  “cool.” 

32.  TVavel  to  at  least  one  exotic 
country,  and  learn  about  the  native 
people's  way  of  life. 

33.  Learn  to  meditate  on  your  own. 

34.  Ihke  flying  lessons. 

35.  Be  well  versed  in  current  affairs 
—  and  knowledgeable  enough  to  en¬ 
gage  in  intelligent  discussions. 

36.  Be  interested  in  other  people  and 
other  things  besides  yourseif  and  your 
circle. 

37.  Go  on  a  safari  —  with  a  camera. 

38.  Learn  to  disco  —  well! 

39.  Thke  belly-dancing  lessons  — 
they’ll  come  in  handy  in  bed  or  on  the 
floor  of  a  disco. 

40.  Learn  to  appreciate  what  young¬ 
er  people  have  to  offer  —  listen  to 
them,  and  try  to  understand  where 
their  generation  is  coming  from.  □ 


STAY 

ON 


THIS  ALWAYS  HAPPENS 


DEAR  SCHOOL  NEWSPAPER: 


The  mghtaiare  of  the  after  - 
In  trying  to  find  something 
I  forgot  what  was  lost 
In  trying  to  save  nothing 
I  lost  evidence  of  all. 

(Knowing  -  dees  it  mean  so  ranch?) 
Running  down  the  camdleEt  hall 
To  yon,  my  reflection 
Which  side  was  desire  on? 

The  cold  light  of  that  white  night 
Cannot  illnminate 
What  did  lay  beyond. 

Indecision  at  the  door 
Before  that  sudden  giving  way 
A  relaxation  of  Mack  into  white, 

A  subtle  grey  death 
And  a  passage  to  effect 
The  mirror  reflects 
Only  its  own  scars  now 
Arranging  themselves 
Into  frozen  circles. 

A  face  bends  over 
The  dancing  liquid  hiss 
A  shadow,  a  hint,  but  its  now  forgotten. 
Only  you,  my  once-remembered 
(I  worked  hard  for  this) 

Could  know  what  was  surrendered 

(Hard  for  this 

Kiss?) 

The  aftertaste  of  want  lingers  on. 

JW&WMOUS 
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I  thought  this  might  be  supportive  information  for  the 
on-going  campaign  of  faculty  and  students  in  this  state  to 
prevent  the  increase  in  tuition  for  public  higher  education  at  a 
time  when  GRANTS  AND  SUBSIDIES  are  being  increased  to 
students  at  private  universities  and  colleges.  MassArt,  as  you 
know,  is  the  nation's  only  professional  college  of  art  which  is 
also  part  of  state-supported  public  higher  education. 
Theoretically,  this  means  the  College  can  serve  students  from 
more  diverse  economic  backgrounds  than  private  schools  like 
Harvard. 

The  following  are  excerpts  from  a  letter  to  "Project 
Blueprint  2000",  a  think-tank  project  on  higher  education, 
from  the  president  of  the  union  of  faculty  and  librarians  of  the 
State  Colleges  (which  includes  MassArt),  Vincent  McGrath. 

In  his  letter,  Mr.  McGrath  raised  some  important  issues 
and  listed  arguments  for  various  positions  on  what  to  do  about 
tuition.  I  am  including  my  favorite,  the  one  below  for  charging 
NO  TUITION. 

"Currently  1)  perception  among  lower-income 
families  is  growing:  college  is  not  affordable;  2) 
perception  among  middle-income  families:  we  do  not 
qualify  for  financial  aid. 

They  are  both  correct." 

“$700  at  a  Community  College  to  $1500  at  a 
University  is  too  much  -  we  should  not  charge  any 
tuitions. 

A)  Over  90%  of  public  college  and  university 
students  come  from,  live  in,  and  will  stay  in 
Massachusetts  after  they  finish  college. 

B)  The  state  will  earn  more  in  taxes  from 
increased  lifetime  of  college  graduates  than  from 
the  cost  of  higher  education. 

C)  25,000  public  college  and  university  graduates 
per  year  are  important  in  the  'Massachusetts 
Miracle.'" 

"Core  of  debate:  access  for  many  vs.  choice  for 
few." 

In  the  letter,  Mr.  McGrath  also  included  an  interesting 
statistic  from  Education  Chancellor  Jenifer:  Between  1979 
and  '86,  degrees  conferred  by  the  private  sector  have 
increased  by  9.8%.  During  the  same  period,  degrees  conferred 
by  the  public  sector  DECREASED  by  7.1%.  My  interpretation: 
during  the  "Reagan  Years"  we've  not  only  seen  the  rich  getting 
richer  while  the  poor  have  gotten  poorer;  we've  seen  the  rich 
getting  college  educations  while  the  poor  have  been  relegated 
to  service  industries. 

Dana  Moser 


YUe  MILK  SKILLED,  AMD  THE  OOL  LAU6HED 


COLLECTIVELY  ONE 
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I  see  you,  you  want  to  be  rich 
you  want  money  for  a  home, 
a  car,  a  t.v.,  a  stereo, 

but  you  don't  want  a  job-no 
you  want  a  business  or  a  club, 
no  work,  just  want  money. 


And  what  is  your  sister 

dreaming  of  in  Nicaragua 
and  what  is  your  brother 
dreaming  of  in  Jamaica, 
and  your  cousin  in  china  + 
your  mothers'  sister  in 
S. Africa  +  your  fathers'  brother 
in  a  Haiti. 


Oh,  why  cannot  you  see 
before  thee 

the  eyes  of  the  hun-ga-rie. 

To  be  rich,  is  not  to  be  poor 
"  "  "  is  not  to  starve 

"  "  "  is  not  to  be  cold 

"  "  "  is  to  be  loved. 

And  I  say,  why  cannot  you  see 
the  beauty  around  thee . 
the  poor,  the  old,  the  helpless, 
the  indian,  the  black,  the 
S.  Americans 


No  more  oppression 
what  we  need  is  salvation 
help  those  to  revelations 
see  those  in  mass  confusion 
destroy  those  who  want  mass 
affliction 

guide  those  who  need  direction 
scurry  on  to  new  dimensions 
tag  me  for  love  +  creation 
show  me  that  it's  not  a 
hopeless  situation 

come  let  us  cry  to  the  union 
come  let  us  sing  to  the  whole 
damn  nation 

come  let  us  love  one  another 
you'd  like  that,  yes 
I'd  like  that,  too. 


You  say  you  don ' t  know 
where  I  come  from. 

I  come  from  a  place  where 
people  think  Tall 
yet,  they  are  not  at  all. 
they're  trying  to  teach  me 

to  think  their  way  is  right, 
tell  me  something,  I  have  a 
hard  time  feeling  eeeasy 
when  one  of  these  tall  men 
tell  me  how  to  look. 

Huh,  it's  no  lie.  I  tell  you 

how  I  look.  I  feel  how  I  look. 

I  feel  for  the  poor,  I  feel  for 
the  Indians,  I  feel  for  black 
S.  Africans,  I  feel  for  Nicaraguans 
I  feel  hopelessness, 
yet  I  feel  strong. 

I'm  not  coming  at  you  with  no 
bullets,  no  weapons,  no  anger, 
no  malice. 

so,  tell  me  something  sir,  how  is 
your  mother,  your  brother,  your 
wife  your  child? 

-  they're  alright, 
say  your  wife  is  a  housekeeper  in 
S.  Africa  +  she  can't  see  her 
children  for  months .  say  you  are 
coalminer  +  can't  see  your 
family  for  a  year,  say  your  child 
is  very  sick,  and  there  are 
so  many  other  mouths  to  feed. 

How  do  you  feel  about  your 
family  now? 

Can  you  live  in  a  6x6  shack? 

Can  you  live  with  25  mil.  others 
with  such? 

Can  you  drink  the  water  when 
it  comes? 

Can  you  be  free  from  Guerillas  or 
militia  all  your  life? 

Can  you  forget  about  where  you  come 
from  -  not  for  a  second. 

To  live,  and  run  +  be  beaten  + 
humiliated  is  life  for  millions  + 
billions  of  people. 

How  come  so,  because  some 
white  man  make  a  everyone 
believe  that  what  he  has 
everyone  should  have. 

And  some  believe  that  only 
the  priviledge  ones  should 
only  get  that. 

I  know  you  know  that  everyone 
lives  differently  -  but  don't 
you  want  everyone  to  live  like 
you  do.  Yes,  it  would  be  nice. 
But  then  who  tell  you  or  why  do  you 
believe  that  your  way  of  living 
is  right. 


Wouldn't  it  be  nice  to  be  able 
to  call  up  some  family  in  S.  Africa 
and  talk.  To  really  love  that 
family  like  yours.  And  respect 
each  other  for  who  you  are. 

Yes,  I  say  it  how  I  feel, 
for  I  no  longer  feel  in 
control  to  control  my  emotions 
They  are  in  full  bloom  like 
the  tiger  lillies  +  the  moon. 

So,  we  must  all  try  to  work  hard 
to  live  with  our  brothers  and 
sisters  -  I  don't  mean  work  harder 
at  your  job. 

You  must  try  harder  to  communicate 
with  each  other. 

Pick  up  a  book  and  read  it  to  all 
if  you  can’t  read  then  listen 
for  your  brothers  +  sisters 

And  if  it  doesn't  sound  right, 
then  ask  someone  -  even  a  stranger. 

And  discuss  your  dilemna  - 
your  concern. 

Don't  wait-a-bit,  like  the  african 
thorn  bushes,  waiting  for  a  passerby 
to  come  close  enough  to  catch  you. 
because  someone  may  not  catch  you  - 
and  let  us  hope  that  if  someone  catch 
you  they  are  good  inside, 
but  do  search  for  something  new  - 
a  new  world, 
no  war  but  peace 
no  hungar  -  food 
no  humility  -  pride 
no  silence  -  music 
no  isolation  -  family 


Say  a  prayer  for  S.  Africa  for  me 
say  a  prayer  for  S. Africa, 
say  a  prayer  for  Nicaragua, 
say  a  prayer  for  Jamaica. 

You  S.  Afrikaner  have  what 
many  blacks  have  not. 

And  you  say  you  are  the 
priviledged  ones 
who  give  you  that  right  to 
believe  so 

You  lie  when  you  say  God 
give  you  that  right. 

God  gives  everyone  equal  rights. 

How  would  you  feel  if  you 
were  the  underpriviledged  blacks. 

-  But,  it's  not  so. 

What? ! 

How  can  you  say  you  live  decent 
+  happy  lives  when  your  countrymen 
the  true  Africans,  the  blackman 
is  suffering  so. 

Oh,  and  you  are  suffering,  too. 

I  see  you  at  your  cocktail  parties 
chasing  another  man's  wife 

and  your  wife  sneaking  around 
with  her  boyfriend. 

I  see  you  pretending  to  be 
extremely  happy,  buying  clothes, 
jewelry,  cars  for  what?  To  look 
at  and  play  tea  party  in  your 
doll  house.  You  are  lonely  and 
sad.  You  are  struggling  to  keep 
your  businesses  alive  while 
apartheid  seeps’ into  your  body 
and  grips  you  like  the  hands  of 
death . 

Think  of  the  thousands  of  blacks 
you  selfishly  killed  with  your 
evil,  greedy,  propaganda  ways. 

Oh,  yes,  believe  it.  You  are 
propaganda.  Your  government  . 
actually  turned  you  into  a  piece 
of  worthless  garbage  for  their 
sake.  Their  control. 

How  are  you  going  to  believe 
your  government? 

Ha,  I  feel  sorry  for  you. 

"  "  "  "  your  countrymen 

"  "  "  "  your  children 

"  "  "  "  the  nation 

"  "  "  civilization. 

We  are  caught  up  in  your  lies. 

But,  now  no  longer  can  we  believe 
you. 

You  have  turned  blacks  against  blacks, 
you  have  made  inhuman  children 
Eight  without  fear.  Scary 
cause  now  you  blind  people, 
it  shall  effect  you. 

When  will  it  all  end... 

When  S.  Africans,  when  Nicaraquans, 
when  Jamaicans. 

Now  what  about  this  eye  for  an 
eye  and  tooth  for  a  tooth. 

Ah,  yes,  who  said  'Do  unto 
others  as  they  do  unto  you.' 

They  used  to  teach  you  that  in  church 
strictly  as  a  good  connotation. 

But  why  is  it  that  when  some¬ 
thing  bad  happens  -  we  remember 
this  saying.  And  when  something 
good  happens  we  don't. 

Mow  who  said  'an  eye  for  an  eye 
and  a  tooth  for  a  tooth.' 

We've  always  known  it  to  have  a 
bad  connotation, 


so  why  is  it  that  when  something 
good  happens  we  remember  this  + 
when  something  bad  happens  we  don't. 

Now  when  I  mean  good,  I  mean 
good  for  someone  who  is  stealing 
from  another  for  their  benefit  or 
the  benefit  of  an  associate. 

Either  way  it  boils  down  to 
a  great  payoff  for  them. 

It  is  evil,  I  know.  But  this 
stealing  is  a  sneaky,  and  under 
handed  way  of  being  in  power. 

Power  -  evil  for  those  who  use 
it  wrong 

Power  -  good  for  those  who  use 
it  well  to  help  people. 

The  evil  power  that  is  corrupting 
S.  Afrikaners  is  destroying  their 
country.  Babylon  is  here,  shinning 
his  white  and  gold  teeth  across  the 
land . 

The  Afrikaner  certainly  want  an 
eye  for  an  eye,  but  when  will  they 
stop  and  think:  what  they  do  unto 
others,  others  will  do  unto  them. 
When  will  they  think  twice. 

When  Mr.  President  of  America 
when  S.  Afrikaners... 
when  guerilla  contras... 
when  Mr .  Seaga . . . 

I  toll  you  that  it  is  not  hard 
t.o  sec  the  whole  picture,  +  you 
are  still  not  losing  your  wealth 
+  power. 

And  I  see  that  many  other 
people  can  see  the  whole  picture, 
so,  why  isn't  peace  here,  yet? 

You  must  be  afraid  to  lose  what 
you  have.  And  what  is  that/#  .  . 

your  chauffer,  t.v.,  maids, 
and  millions  don't  have  tfiat .  .  . 
so,  Mr.  President, 

how  do  you  feel  to  be  apart 
of  the  propaganda. 

How  do  you  feel  when  you  have 
killed  all  those  Nicaraquans, 
Jamaicans,  +  s.  Africans. 

Yes,  you  made  them  believe  that 
what  you  have,  everyone  must  have. 
They  see  what  Americans  have  and 
they  see  what  they  have,  now. 

Which  would  you  want? 

Which  have  you  made  them  believe 
to  have? 

What  people  should  have  is  equal 
rights  and  freedom. 

Love  is  a  basic  human  element, 
a  family  is  a  basic  human  element, 
pride  and  respect  is  a  basic 
human  element,  when  you  take  those 
away  you  have  created  hatred. 

Pure  +  evil. 

people  no  longer  have  emations . 

Black  S.  African  children  no 
longer  fear  death,  killing  or 
starvation. 

you  have  created  hatred, 
it  is  as  thick  as  blood.  And  blood 
flows  through  all  of  us  to  one 
another.  Your  hatred  has  seeped 
into  their  heart.  You  have  failed. 
Your  life  is  a  mass  confusion, 
they're  taking  your  blood  from 
your  life,  soon  you  will  perish. 

But  they  will  carry  on  your  evil 
ha  tred . 

We  must  stop  it.  We  must  ban 
ourselves  together  for  the  fight 
for  peace.  Let  our  thick  blood 
flow  through  theirs  and  nourish 
them  +  help  them  free  themselves 
of  the  ' hatred . ' 

It  must  be  for  you  here  to 
decide.  Peace  will  not  happen 
if  we  all  don’t  join  +  create 
a  coming  of  a  new  age.  We  can 
conquer  evil. 

We  can  live  in  peace  with 
no  weapons 
no  military 
no  violence 
no  starvation 


no  segration 

FREEDOM  -  thats  our  goal! 


IF 
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Noam  Chomsky's  lecture,  3/30/88. 
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Anyone  interested  in  a 
personals  section?  Drop  off 
your  ads  in  the  newspaper 
submission  box. 


CLASSIFIED  AD 

Does  anyone  out  there  know  where  you  can  get  a  hold 
of  old  Aurora  "Prehistoric  Scenes"  model  kits 
(unconstructed)?  If  so  contact  RICH  or  TIM  at  room 
311,  Gym  Bldg. 
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